

The Tragedie ' 

J can no longer hold rnc patient. 

Hearc me you wrangling Py fates that fall out, 

In fharing out that which you hauc^ild from me : 
f^hich of you trembles not that loolcc on me ? 

If not, that I being Quccne, you bow like fubiefts. 

Yet that by you dcpo(de,you quake like rebels: 

O gentie villaine,do not turncaway. 

' Glo. Foule wrinkled witch,whatma£ft thou in my fight J 
Qu. M. But repetition of what thou haft mard, 

That wil l I make, before I let thee goc: 

A husband and a fonne thou owed to me. 

And thou a ^jngdomc, all ofyou allcagcanccs 
The forrow that / hauc, by right is yours. 

And all the plcafures you vfurpe ys m inc ^ 

Glo. The curfe my noble father laid on thee, 

When thoudidft crownc his warlike browes with paper, 
And with thy fcornc drewft riuers from his eyes. 

And then to drie thcm,gau’d the Duke a clout, 

Steept in the blood o f prcttic Rutland : 

His curfes then from bitternede of foule. 

Denounc'd againftthee .are fallen vpon thee, 

And God, not we, hath plagudc thy bloodic deed. 

So iuft is God to right the innocent. 

H*ft. O twas the fouleft deed to flay that babe. 

And the molt mcrcilcfle that cuer was heard of 
Ri. Tyrants themfe lues wept when it was reported. 
Dor/. No man but prophecied rcuengc for tt. 
^//^Northumberland then prcfent,weptto fee it. 
What?were you frrarling ail before /came,, 
Rcadic to cateh each other by die throat. 

And tume you now your hatred all on me l 

Did Yorkts dread curfcpreaailefomuch with heaue, 

That Henries death, my loudy Edwardsdeath, 

Their kingdomesloff^my wofull banilhment. 

Could al I but anfwere for that peettilh brat ?• 

Can curfes pierce the cioudes,and enter heauen ? 

W hy then giue way dull eloudes to my quicke curfes s 
If not by vvarre,by furfet dieyour^ing ? 

As our by murder, to make him a^ing. 



j- al 1 yoi^r h&tr^d how - — ~ ^ ^ ^ CuTS^ 



10 


20 


30 


40 


50 


60 70 

Mm u 


80 



100 




130 



140 150 



of Richard the third.’ 

Edward thy fonne, -which now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward my fon, which wasPrincccf JPales, 

Die in his youth, by like vntfmcly violence, 

Thy felfc a Qucene, forme that was aQuecne, 

Out liue thy glorie,like my wretched fclfe.* 

Long maift thou liue to waile thy childrens lode, 

And (cc another, as /fee thee now, 

Deckt in thy glorie, as thou art ftald in mine: 

Long die'thy happic daies before thy death. 

And after many lengthened boures ofgreefe. 

Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Quecne, 

Riuers and Dorfct,you were ftanders byj*‘* 

And Co was thou Lo. Haftings,whcn Bay fonnfc 
Was flabd with bloody daggers, God 1 pray him, 

That none ofyou may liue your natural! age, 
Butbyfomevnlookt accident cut off. 

Glo. Haue donethy charmc thou hateftill withered hag. 

£&*. M. And leaue out thee? ftay dog, for thou flialt hear me, 
If heauen haue any greeuous plague in ftorc. 

Exceeding thofc that I can wifli vpon thee : 

O let them keepe it till thy finnesbe ripe, 

^nd then hurlc downc their indignation 
On thee thctroublcr of the poorc worlds peace.* 

The wormcofconfcicnceftill'bcgnawthy foule. 

Thy friends fufpe&for traytors while thou Iiucft, 

And ta% deepe traytors for thy deateft friends, 

No fleepe clofc vp that deadly eye ofthinc, 

Vnleirc it be whiled fome tormenting dreame 
Affrights thee, with a hell ofvgly diuels, 

Thou cluifh markt, abortiue rooting bog» \ 

Thou that wad feald in thy natiuitic 
The daac of nature, and the fonne of hell, 

Tnou daundcrof thy m others hca u ie worn bc 9 
Thcu loathed illuc of thy fathers loynes, 

Thou rag ofhonour,thoudctcftcd,34c. 

j Glo. Margaret. 

Q« M. Richard, Glo. Ha. 

' . Q* M*. I call thee not* 

[ G’h. Tlicn I cricihccmcrcic: for I had thought 

C z Thou 
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